the crazy notion that you could love me? I am sorry I ever
spoke to you at all,1 am sorry for the day I ever set eyes on
you. You are cold and calculating and you think you are
doing the clever thing. Well, maybe your arithmetic isn't
so good after all. Maybe you don't know that the great
Bhakaroff has to transpose every darn piece that goes higher
than an R Maybe you can't hear the creaks and cracks in
that magnificent structure? Watch out that your scheme
doesn't come crashing down round your ears some day.
He is a great man and very highly paid, and I am a poor punk
who has plenty trouble to send a few dollars to his mother
once in a while. Well, I'll tell you a secret. I'll be a good
singer and I'll make a lot of money at a time when the great
Bhakaroff will be down and out and forgotten. And then
you'll be sorry you took the wrong guy. And now I wish
you a very happy and successful marriage, Miss Olivier.
It's been hell to know you. Good-bye.'*

"Wait," Sybil said, "wait a minute, Bob. I have listened
to you and now you are going to listen to me. Sit down.
Sit down and let me have my say. Don't interrupt, we have
just a few minutes before you go on."

She pushed Robert down on the chair in front of her
dressing-table and remained standing in front of him. When
she began to speak he didn't look at her; he rubbed the spots
on his white pants, he took his helmet and polished it with
his sleeve, he pulled his boots up and touched his face to
see whether his make-up was still correct. His heart might
be broken and his soul trampled in the mud, but he had to
get ready, to go on the stage and sing and do his stunt*
After a while he forgot all about it, the helmet dropped from
his lap and his eyes began to burn, his throat to smart and
something big and hot began to swell inside his chest and to
burst at last with a painful but entirely noiseless explosion.

"Six weeks ago I talked to Sasha's doctor/3 Sybil began.
** He had asked Slickum to send someone who was close to
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